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BML POINT Pen Set 
w % Cowboy's Beit 



•x. 






,,Code 
3-P»n Set 

3 differ*"-* 

Colortl 
Lone Ranger Pals! Now use his own "Silver Bullet" pen set for 
his secret code! Carry safely in the cartridge holder of this real 
steerhide cowboy's belt — with silvery engraved longhorn buckle 
and fixin's — all included. These Lone Ranger pens are real writin' 
sure-nuff ball point pens in bullet shape . . . never need filling! Use 
pen with picture of the Lone Ranger to write BLUE for secret. Use pen 
with Silver's picture to write RED for danger. Pen with Tonto's picture 
writes GREEN - for "HI-YO! Let's GO! " 

nanHMEEQUDi 

Your crowd wilt envy you as first to have the LONE 
RANGER'S "Silver Bullet" pen id with cowboy belt. 
A flood looker, tool Belt and cartridge holder are 
fineit steerhide, tooled real Weitern style with 
oak-leaf pattern, and holder hoi engraved pictures 
of the Ranger, Silver_«nd Tonlo. Handsome 
buckle, tip and guard 
are engraved In simu- 
lated silver. Buckle de- 
sign is real cowhand 
Style with head and 
horns of wild Texas 
longhorn. Yet belt and 
"Silver Bullet" pen set 
complete are only$1.98 
-bell sizes are 22 to 
32 — and you can try 
on at no cost! Read 
thrilling offer! 








{MiBfflTEiEl 

FUN INDUSTRIES, Dept. | OO-N 
45 E. 1 7th St., New York 13, N.Y. 

Send at once your new LONE RANGER'S STEERHIDE BELT, 

CARTRIDGE HOLDER AND "SILVER BULLET" PEN SET — complete 

for only $1.98. BELT SIZE - 

O Send COD. I'll pay postman $1.98 plus postage. 

□ To save postage, I enclose $2.00. 

Name. 



City, Zone, State,. 



— Just mail coupon and on 
delivery pay postman only $1.98 plus postage. Or, to 
•eve postage, enclose $2.00 now. Hove grand fun with 
LONE RANGER'S "SILVER BULLET" PEN SET ond the 
COWBOY'S BELT for 10 days. Then, if you want, iust 
return for money back. Don't miss this super thrill. 
Be a real Rongir pal — ond mail coupon today 
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STEP HS3HT UP, FOLKS, 1 
AND TAKE A LOOK AT ' 

ei/t-TAN- m*r£t?- 

OOOUS, MAU-£4VNG 
TX3S&1 




ANO SO K4#- SULTAN J15T 
AINT FOUND THAT PSRSON! NO- 
BODY'S SEEN ABLH 70 TRAIN HIM 
—NOT EVEN Me.' HEO RIP /WE 
APART m HE COULD JEST GET K8 . 
RAWS ON »£!, 




SURE! GO AHEAD, SONNY- JUST POKE 
THAT MEAT THROUGH THE BARS WITH 
THAT STICK. DONT ACT SCARED, NOW 
— v«FMSP SHOW A T/G&? THAT YOO 

MIGHT BBAfi&UO OF H/Ml 





WELL, I'LL BE DARNEOf SULTAN'S 1 
NOT EVEN TOUCHING HIS FOOD— * 
JUST LOOKING AT THB KID/ ANO HES 
GOT SO QUIET AND m ' < 

GENTLE ALL OFA .» JEERERS! T 
SUDDEN ' 



YEAH. REMEMBER 
THAT LEOPARD 
. THAT ESCAPED IN 
) COLORADO SOM» . 
TIME AGO? HE J 
" SSD S 




MY IDEA IS TO DO THE SAME 
THING HERE! WE SET THAT T10EC 
LOOSESEE? THEREU BE A RIOT, 
EVERYBODYU START RUNNIN' AN * 
YELLIN'. THE OUARDSXL COMI WITH 
THEIR GUNS -AN 
THAT'S WHEN W! 
ROB THSBOX-Ot 
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Y GOOD GRIEF.' tT% 
SULTAN -HE'S FREB 
AND HE'S HEADIN'^ 
RIGHT FOR THE jB 

1 ARENA ! am:^^r\ 


t wlmL 




\ iPH^ 


1=#6S^S 


lasfEtff^sr 


1&B& 


|| ffij§P> 
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\EANWHILE TUCK AND PRY, THE CAUSE OF IT ALL, 
ARE NOT HAVING SUCH AN £ASV TIME...} 



CONKED ' OUT/ THE BLASTED 
BLOCK CRACKEDi I TOLE 
VUH TUH PUT WATER IN 07 




5S«0ra| 


Ta 


OTCftAl J 


4^T 




rPnF/" 


Xj 






fr$ 


•^Mi 


*~ 1 

y'*1 


?»I 







WHAT'LL WE DO WITH THB 
KID? IF WE LEAVE HIM 
BEHIND, HE'LL TURN IN AN 
ALARM RIGHT AWAV. AN' HE 
COULD IDENTIFY US, TOO.' 
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BY GOSH AND BY GLORY- yUH DESERVE A 
MEDAL FER THIS, YOUNG FELLER.' CAPTURW 
THE TIGER AN' THE ROBBERS, TOO.' I AIN'T > 
NEVER 5EEN NUTHIN' LIKE IT/ . — — JT 




/ YOU CAN KEEP YOUR MEDALS, SHERIFF- ^ 
' I DON'T WANT THEM.' JUST RBMEMSEff ABOUT 
THIS THE NEXT TIME YOU GO AROUND ORDER' 
\^ tNG KiDS TO STAY AT HOME, 1 ^/ 




^"^^^ 
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Ys$, THAT COWBOY SlTTINO ON TUB 
GROUND IS TEXAAASON, FOREMAN, 
TOPHAhlD, AND BOSSY BENSCN'3 HERO 
AT THE 8-8AR-0 CATTLESPREADf CAN 
IT BE THAT HE 15 AFRAID TV FI&HT 
HUNftER GIBBS? OR-CAN IT BE TRUE 
AS TEX TELLS BOBBY, THAT "SOME- 
TIMES IT TAKES MORE GRIT NOT 
TO FIGHT?" TEX MASON SHOWS JUST 
WHAT HE MEANS iN — 
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NeXTMY—AN ANGRY CROWO GATHERS /V 
FRONT OF THE SHERIFFS OFFICE. AMONG 7HEM 
ARE THE g-$AR~8 RIDERS, f 
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'XT AWM/HG, B&GHT AND £4& Y, 
Ht/NKB? GIBBS AND HIS M£N fSOB 
INTO THS YAffD OF TH0 38AR-3 

V WWCtf... 

WHAR IS HE? WHflR'S y / • 

THET SNAKE, TEX MASON? ( WINDY. 

come onouthyar,aia5CnA IT'S- 

AK' LEWAS BEAT YORE > IT'S 
HEAD TO A PULP. I'M ( HMK£R 
A-FWRIN' TUH GQt I'M I 61335.' 
(SOW TUH GIT 
EVEN FEB 
VESTlDDAY, 




WINDY-OH,WINDY, \ /* , ^^^|| 
HE DIDN'T EVEN ]( BOBBY... J§ 
TRY TO FlfiHT /V^_,--^a 

back / / ^ypB 


k 


■\ y^^bH 


"ipP 


^fcjpCi 


~^hMR 


"iWlra'T^ 




jS^3_^B 


/til 




yfe 





REMEMBER THIS, BDSSy. 
SOMETIMES rT TAKES AWffS 
SUIT «Or TO FISHT/ THAT'S 
— , , MJ.. 
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POOR BOBBY.' T I KNOW, HARKA 
HE 15 BROKEN- J WHAT COULD I 
HEARTED; TEX-y HAD TO REFUSE TO 

FIGHT THAT RAT. IT'5 THE 
ONLY WAY TO MAKE HIM GO 
THROUGH WfTH HIS PLANS 
TONIGHT SO WE CAN CATCH 
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YUH AIN'T PLUGGIN' } ( ATTABOY, WINDY.' 
H03QDY, MI5TER/ ' i , B-BAR-B£EE f J 




QUICK, MEN -GRAB THE 
REST OF THESi" 
OWLKOOTS.' NO 
ONE GETS 
AWAY/ 



( B-BAR-BEEEhs IT A 
i UTUE fiACE-UFTIN' 
JOS VE'LL BE WANTIN*, 
SPALPEEN I 
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SETTER GIVE IT UP,BOBBY. THAT Y" MAYBE WE'RE " 
H0<?5£ JUST WON'T BE C4USHT- I JUST GOING AT 
AND IP HE'5 CAUGHT, NCWN& J IT THE WRONG 
CAN BREAK HIM.' HES . •*^ , WAY, Tfflt. 
MLL£R! t 
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V, 



THE TOlll. GOES INTO BOX ^ 
CANYOW-HE'3 IN THERE/ ANP 
W/S IS THE ONLy WAV OUT? 
HE'S « THERE, I KNOW IT/ 




Bot—somcomb elss mows ir 
wo/ msx m A KOCKOVEVLOO*- 
IN3 BOX CAWOH 19" HANK 
MtXSB-TKS'/ 1 ' %S 

s '* perfect ^1 

r TORSST-IEST warriN' tuh m " 

6TUNNEP wrm ONE SHOT. JEST 
KEEP yORS HEAP THAT WAV 

solpen muuniNO - let ms 

ST A dOOP-SHOT AT ««._/ 




4/\£> *5 THSPiRTY FINGER OF HANK 

HQRS3-THIEF SGUSSZSS AGAINST 
THB TRIGG BR... 


WHY, HE'S AIMING Bf 
. ^r AM/GO// /M i 






■^K- -5| i~ 


K 




ill 
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^p 


^f/^^L'i 
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Bobby shouts a warhining mth all h/s 
might. the alert staluon responds /mmeo/-\ 
atbof—ths very moment that /hank-horse- 
THIEF FIRES MS SHOT/ jf^M 




But- WHAT IS this? the plunging PALOMINO 

SUOPENLY FALLS THRASHING 70 THE GROUNp/ 



OH, GOLLY -HE'S SHOT/ HE'S SHOT/ 
ANP THAT MAN WILL SHOOT AGAIN 

UNLESS r COVER HIM.' 




DEFIANTLY BOBBY PLACES I— 

HIMSELF BETWEEN THERlFLE- 

MAN ANP THE PlSASLEP HORS E., 



THUNDER! THAT KlP'5 5TANPIN' 
KISHT IN MUH WAY/— I CAN'T 
5H00T.'...WHUT'S THET KIP UP TO, 
AMyWAy?...ANP THET cmTER'Li 
KILL HIM EF HE GET5 



Then, as the horse-thief 
stamps petrifiep, bobby 
slowly approaches the 
struggling horse^ 



IN \ 



IN ORPER TO MOVE THE ROCK, B088Y 
HAS TO GET WITHIN REACH OF THOSE 
PEADLY J " "~~ " 

HOOFS. 1 HE'S NOT MOWNS A 

-* ' MUSCLE! THAT LOOK 

HIS EYES! HE UNUERSTANQS I'M 
A FRIENPl HE £/NP&?STAM?S/~. 
. THERE -I'LL HAVE YOUff LEG 
V LOOSE IN A MINUTE, A MIGO, 




BOBBY BENSON'S B-BAR-B RIDERS 



COT TO KEEP RUNNING- FOLLOW 'AMIGO 
KEEP MYSELF BETWEEN HIM AM? THAT 
MAN WITH THE RIFLE. GOSH, WHV 
YiOVlP ANYONE WANT TO 5H00T AMI60? 



I 



So tNTENT /S BOBBY ON PPOTeCTTNG TUB GOLDEN 
PAL OMIHO THA T HB DOBS NOT SEE- ANQrHBf? OWGOl 




But- suppm/ly-on thb floor of th& vallby 
thb urgent thunp er of pounping hoofs ' 
heard: 
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HE CAME from the chute half out of the 
big saddle, as the pinto mustang twisted 
himself in half, back bent, legs rigid. The 
bucking horse slammed down with a jar, and 
young Tippy Martin flew sideways. His face 
was white and strained. His hands clawed 
for the reins that slipped from his sweat-wet 
fingers, The mustang pivoted on his rear 
hoofs and Tippy Martin left the saddle. 

The people in the arena seemed to go 
'round and 'round to Tippy as he hung mo- 
mentarily in midair, upside down. Then he 
crashed in the soft arena sand, badly shaken. 
The mustang's kicking hoofs missed his head 
by less than three inches! 

White-faced, Tippy dragged himself off 
the sand and to his feet. He staggered, mov- . 
ing back toward the rails. The fear was still 
inside him, churning madly. His cheeks were 
pale with fright, his eyes black and staring 
in the white face. 

When he got to the exitway, he leaned 
against the wall, sick. 

"Rough going, Tippy?" said a voice. 

Tippy turned. Old Mack Jensen was smil- 
ing gently at him. Old Mack had made the 
rodeo circuits ever since the days of Steam- 
boat, the greatest bucking horse the rodeo 
crowds had ever known. Old Mack had 
known Tippy's father, and his brother \ had 
Seen them take world championships on the 
rodeo sands. 

"Plenty rough,* agreed Tippy, turning 
away to hide his face. 

A wry smile twisted Old Mack's mouth. 
He said, "Yore dad an' brother found it that 
way at first, too. But they had the guts to see 
it through," 

Tippy felt a wave of anger burn in him. 
It had always been that way, even back 
there on the Wayside ranch which bis father 
owned. Always had his father's feats and 
his brother's deeds been thrown In his face. 
And he had let them down. It was Tippy 
who finished his daily chores last. In friendly 
competitions as boys. It was bis brother Jim's 
lariat that outpointed his own. And Jim 
could stick to a bucking bronc like a cactus 
burr. 

• He walked away from the older man, 
shoulders, drooping. Old Mack watched him 
go sadly, than rubbed* his jaw thoughtfully. 
As he stroked his chin, he smiled. He said, 
"Mebbe it might work, at that!" 



Tippy was eating at tna corner restaurant 
when- Old Mack pulled out a chair and sat 



at his table. The old man Ignored him as he 
looked at the menu. He gave his order, then 
leaned back. 

"Figured I'd take in one of these western 
movies," he said casually. "Want to keep 
me company?" 

"I'd planned on gettin* to bed early." said 
Tippy. 

"Movies do you good. Relax yuh!" 

Tippy's smile was bitter. "If that was all 
I needed " he said savagely. When Old Mack 
raised his eyebrows, Tippy slapped at his 
stomach. He growled, "I need guts — in here. 
More guts than I'll ever have!" 

Old Mack buttered a biscuit. "That'll 
come. Yuh got to be loose, first Them broncs 
can hurt yuh, sure! But if yuh're relaxed, 
they won't!" 

Old Mack began to talk of other days, of 
the early rodeos. Although he had heard all 
these stories from his father, Tippy found 
himself thrilling anew to tales of Steamboat 
the great, and the riders of yesteryear. He 
found himself getting to his feet with Old 
Mack, and walking with him to the restau- 
rant door, and down the sidewalk. 

They were in a shadowy part of the alley 
behind the moving picture house when the 
three men jumped them. Old Mack went 
down on his back with a yelL Tippy found 
himself facing two of the thugs. 

He drove a fist In one man's face, knocking 
him back against the brick wall. The other 
man was bringing out a gun, showing it at 
Tippy's face.. 

"Oh, no!" growled Tippy. His hands went 
out, caught the gun-wrist of the thug, turned 
it savagely. The man went down on his knees. 
Tippy brought the wrist across his knee. 
The gun dropped from limp fingers, and 
clattered on the alley stones. 

The third thug whirled and leaped. Tippy 
met him in midair with an uppereuL The 
thug turned turtlt and went down hard on 
bis back tn the narrow street. 

Old Mack was clawing himself up off the 
ground. 

"Come on, boy) This Is a tough crowd in 
this town!" 

Tippy was trying to shake himself loose, 
but the older man held him tightly. "Never 
mind them, boy. Let's go- before some Of 
their friends slam Into us!" 

Old Mack led the way from the alley on 
the dead run, with Tippy lass than half a 
step behind him. Under a street tamp. Old 
Mack turned a line-marked fast to Tippy, 
He said, "Don't feel much like that movia 
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now. Let's go back to the hoteL* 

As they walked. Old Mack said, "Well, 
those toughs proved one thing. You got 
guts, boy. Yuh waded into them hardcases 
like It was a game. Yuh didn't show no 
yaller." 

Tippy shrugged. He growled, "Anybody'd 
have done what I did." 

"I'm not so sure. I've been In fights before, 
and seen men bigger'n yuh put wings to their 
feet to git away. No, sir! Yuh got guts. All 
yuh need In the rodeo arena is confidence. 
An* that'll come, one o' these days. . . ." 



The sun was hot, overhead. Young Tippy 
Martin straddled the top rungs of the bronco 
chute watching the shifting half-ton of 
horseflesh below him that was the man- 
Killer, Dynamite. No man had ever sat 
Dynamites saddle for the ten seconds re- 
quired for rodeO point-scoring. Tippy 
lowered himself . gingerly into the saddle. 
It was now or never) The luck of th*e draw 
had given him Dynamite. It would be no 
disgrace to lose to him! 

The chute gate swung wide. Dynamite, 
true to his name, exploded. He came out of 
the gate in the air, legs fanning the wind, 
tail straight out, head down, 

Tippy threw up his right hand. His left 
hand held the reins. Tippy glued his cow- 
boy boots to the box stirrups and held them 
there. Under him, he felt the powerful man- 
killer gather himself in a solid bunch of 
fury. 

Dynamite hit the ground, and Tippy's 
head banged forward. Before he could gather 
himself, the bronc was off the ground, hind 
legs lashing out and sideways, trying to 
whiplash this clinging human from his-back. 
Dynamite landed and rode again into the air. 
Up and down he went, in a series of stiff- 
legged jumps tha.t racked and tortured Tippy 
at every leap. 

The crowd was roaring. They made a 
thunder of sound in his ringing ears. Dimly, 
Tippy knew the people were standing, bend- 
ing forward, shouting his name. But he 
caught them in his eyes in dazed glimpses, 
as the savage man-killer under him erupted 
and blasted himself back and forth all across 
the arena. 

Tippy took off his hat "with his right hand. 
He brought it down on Dynamite's rump. 
The horse spun dizzly. He brought his left 
flank against the wooden fence that pro- 
tected the spectators. The dust rose as the 
boards rattled. ■ 

Tippy got his left leg up just in time. If 
it had. been caught against that fence — ! 

Tippy shouted and banged his hat against 
4he bronc's rump. And Dynamite lost his 



feet He rolled over and over, neighing his 
fury. Tippy crawled from the saddle, and 
got back into it as the big horse rose to his 
feet. 

And then Dynamite heaved, and Tippy, 
his feet not yet in the stirrups, lost his 
balance. 

Dynamite kicked 1 Tippy, unbalanced, went 
flying! 



Tippy opened his eyes and looked straight 
into the grinning face of Old Mack, Behind 
him, Tippy could see cowhands and cowgirls 
crowding about. Tippy groaned". He said, 
"Well, £. reckon I- sure made a spectacle of 
myself out there." 

"I'll say yuh did," agreed Old Mack, 

The older man helped Tippy to his feet. 
Vaguely, Tippy was surprised that he had 
no broken bones. He felt himself gingerly, 
and limped around. 

"I'm plumb washed up," he said to Old 
Mack. *'I tried to ride that sunfisher, but' it 
wasn't no use. Reckon I'm not cut out for 
rodeo work . . ." 

"Hey?" howled the older man. "Washed 
up? After. that ride yuh gave Dynamite?" 

"He threw me, didn't he?" growled Tippy, 
turning away. • i 

"Sure he did— after seventeen seconds of 
bang-up riding!" howled Old Mack. ''Seven 
seconds more than yuh needed to score 
plenty of points, which yuh did!" 

Tippy gasped. "Yuh mean . . . that I rode 
Dynamite?" 

"Sure yuh did! Yuh proved last night yuh 
had the guts when yuh faced them thugs! 
Today yuh've got that confidence yuh need!" 

Tippy laughed. "Did you pay off those 
men, Mack — like yuh paid off the men yuh 
hired to test Dad and my brother Jim?" 

Old Mack's face fell. He squinted at Tippy 
carefully. "Yuh knew about those hombres, 
then?" 

Tippy put an arm around the older man's 
shoulders. He said, "I've listened to Pop and 
Jim tell me all about those little 'tests' of 
yours, Mack. They also said that you only 
used your tests when you spotted a real good 
rider who needed . . . well, encouragement." 

Old Mack kicked at a pebble as a smile 
crossed his leathery face. "Doggone! Reckon 
I'm gettin' kind of dated!" 

Tippy said, "I had lost confidence in my- 
self until you hired those hardcases. I told 
myself, if Old Mack thinks I'm worth hiring 
thugs over, like he did iot Dad and Jim, 
maybe I can be a rodeo rider." 

"Which yuh sure are, son. Yuh sure are!" 

Arm in arm, the young men and the old 
man went actoss the arena sands, their steps 
light and jaunty. 

THE END 
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crawling on hands and k 
dragging himself across . 
conchos desert, comes amah 
whose breath rattles in his 

' "" " ' ■ ' 1 THR OAT.., 

I CANT MAKE IT.' ' ■ 

WAT HELLISH STUFF^tS 
ALL THROUGH ME. ..KILLING 
MB JUST AS IF». IT WERE , ' 
HUNDREDS OF... 



^CALLING QRK~. ROSS -^-v 
CALLING QRK... INVISIBLE ' 
DEATH FROM SKIES... FLYING 
OVER... KILLS EVERYTHING.. 
BE ON WATCH OUT '_ 

1 



Powerful receiving sets pickup thb 
babbled words in a peld station of thb 
federal bureau of investigatio n north 
of we rio grande, 
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WITHIN THE SAUCER IS AN 
ONSHIELDED ATOMIC ENGINE/ IT 
GIVES OUT RA&QACTIVB RAYS— RAYS 
THAT KILL ALL WHOM THEY TOUCH 

—4a& mmy touch wmmA 
me/us afij&wyjwtest 
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JlTH TIGHT LIPS, THE LEMONADE KID WIIPtB AW LEAK 

bowumeo into the screaming way of the bubbling, 

SPOUTING LAVA! INTO- StIRt OfATMl 
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They're selling fast! They're hard to get... I 
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COMIC BOOKS! 




Why take a chance on miss- 
ing a single issue of this 

thrilling, exciting, different 
magazine? Make sure that 

The Cowboy Kid and his 
daring Riders don't pass 
you by! Subscribe now! 
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Subscription is only $1.00 for twelve, action-packed 
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DECCA 

RECORDS 



It's the thrill-a-minute story 
of the Golden Palomino ... A 
rip-snortin' adventure jam- 
packed with excitement from 
start to finish! 

Hear Bobby Benson, Tex, 
Windy, and all the B-Bar-B 
Riders as they thunder out of Big 
Bend country right into your 
home on a Decca record in the 
story of the Golden Palomino! 

Make it yours to have and 
to play whenever you like! Be 
the first in your neighborhood to 
own this official Bobby Benson 
Record! 

Set K-2 ,. 1{l . in , K (,„„,,„. Illt ,t in 



Price 



5]I5 



*Unbr«okobrs under i 



MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY - DON'T DUAY 




LIBERTY PRODUCTS Dept. 3 
277 Broadway, New York 7, N. Y. 

Gentlemen: 

Please rush me Bobby Benson record(s) at $1.15 each 

(Fed. tax and postage included) 

Q Here is my check or money-order. 

□ Please send C.O.D. I will pay postman. 



NAME 

ADDRESS- 
CITY 



..ZONE STATE... 



A DECCALITE RECORD 
Unbreakable under normal t 



Available 

at your local 

Decca record 

shop 

or 

use this 

handy coupon 



